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lifted up on a wave of unaccountable happi-
ness*

"You're extraordinarily lovely, you know,
Felicia/' he said.

" Am I ? " she answered.   " I'm glad."

"We must imagine ourselves a couple of
bridesmaids/' said Miss Considine. " Other-
wise we shall feel out of place."

Bettington tried to smile. The joke made
him wince. " We must wait for our time to
form in the procession, then," he said. He
stood outside the door of the inn, uncon-
sciously beating time with his foot, while he
watched Boston and Felicia pass slowly out of
sight along the road,

" We shall lose them altogether/' said Miss
Considine impatiently,
^"No. I know the way. I've been here
before/' He followed them in the distance
with his eyes. " That's all right/' he said,
turning back to her, " They've taken the
path to the village/' They set out,

" I'm beginning to feel awfully tired/' he
said, " I got up at half-past five this morning/'

" And you bicycled all the way ? "

" Pure enthusiasm/' he laughed*

" IB Mr. Boston a great friend of yours ? "